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demi-angels, if not of demi-gods. Women, nur-
tured by the same suggestion, fall even more
easily under the spell of their gilded charms.
Wealth, thus flattered, diffuses in its turn an
intoxicating fragrance. Its dazzling light con-
ceals from us even its coarsest blemishes. In its
behalf, we forget even the precepts of the Deca-
logue. It purifies robbery and murder. The magic
of the million renders riches invincible, for it
crushes all resistance. As in the tale of the
Chronicle of Nuremberg, we all seem dragged along
by the Dance of Death. And, like those impious
men and women of Darmstadt, we are all engulfed
in the abyss which we open by our wild dance
around the god Million.

The ancient Egyptians gave to their deities
the heads of animals. Our contemporaries often
bestow upon gold-covered brutes the attributes
of divinity.

XII. Wealth is often only a word. There are
people called rich who occupy toward their trea-
sures the same position that a French beggar holds
in regard to our immense national fortune. To
enjoy life, the first necessity is to live; to be rich,
we must possess wealth. But we are frequently
the slaves of wealth; we are its chattels, but the
wealth is not ours. Few are the men who domi-